Before their eyes a house

That from childhood stood

Uninhabited, ruinous,

Suddenly lit up

From door to top:

All things remain in Cod.

I had wild Jack for a lover;

Though like a road

That men pass over

My body makes no moan

But sings on;

All things remain in God.

VI
CRAZY JANE TALKS WITH THE BISHOP
I MET the Bishop on the road
And much said he and I*
'Those breasts are flat and fallen now,
Those veins must soon be dry;
Live in a heavenly mansion,
Not in some foul sty/
'Fair and foul are near of kin*
And fair needs foul/ I cried*
*My friends are gone, but that's a truth
Nor grave nor bed denied.
Learned in bodily lowliness
And in the heart's pride*
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